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do nothing. And lie's so strange.  Sometimes be looks
at me almost as though I were Ms enemy.

JOHX: He doesn't want to die, does he? At the bottom of
his heart Is envy because you can go on living.

MRS. WHARTON: Have you noticed that? I tried not to see it.

JOHN: Don?t be angry with him or disappointed. You know,
it's a hard thing to die for all of us. Generally one's
vitality Is lowered so that life seems rather a burden,
and it's not very hard then to make a seemly end. But
poor father's got something much more difficult to
face.

MRS. WHARTON: He's been supported all his life by his
confidence in the great truths of oar religion. Oh, John,
it's so dreadful that just at this moments when he must
put them all to the test, he should falter. It's almost
a betrayal of the God who loves him.

JOHN: My dear3 you can't Imagine that God won't under-
stand? What do these last weeks matter beside a life
that has been cheerful and innocent, devout., unselfish,
and dutiful? XX'e were talking about it the other day,
don't you remember? And I claimed that a man should
be judged by what he believed and did In the heyday of
his strength, and not by what was wrung from him in
a moment of anguish. Pray that God may give my
father courage and resignation.

MRS* WHARTON: How can you ask me to pray, John, when
you don't believe in God?

JOHN: Pray all the same, my dear? and for me too.

MRS. WHARTON: I don't suppose I shall survive your father
very long? dear. Husbands and wives who've been so
much to one another as we have don?t often make a
very good job of separation. I'm so gkd to think that
you'll have Sylvia.

JOHN: Sylvia's a good girl, isn't she?

MRS. WHARTON: When you were away I was dreadfully